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Killing begets killing 
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Another licensed murder in the 
Middle East seems certain to set off 
another round of killing. 

Dr. Fathi Shakaki was a man with 
no name as far as the rest of the 
world was concerned. Police on 


M 


. thoroughly professibnal, carried out 
: by two motorcyclists with silenced 
weapons. 

The late doctor, it seems, headed 
, Islamic Jihad, a small but aggres- 
sively bloody group dedicated to 
upsetting the accords that appear the 
' best hope for securing peace in for- 
mer Palestine. His killers are 
: generally accepted as employees of 

- the Israeli government, a notion 

- officials have made no effort to dis- 
ipel. 

_ _ Inevitably, as night succeeds day, 
"retaliation will follow. Over the 
coming months, expect more 
innocent men, women and children of 
"‘various nationalities, possibly 

- Americans too, to pay with their lives 
for what strikes me as the wrong act 

3- at definitely the wrong time. 

In recent days, reports depicted 
Hamas, the largest faction hereto- 
> fore violently opposed to the peace 
./process, as displaying a willingness 
‘.to lay down its arms and take up 
3 negotiations. For all its fiery 
“ rhetoric, Islamic Jihad could have 
wound eventually up with little 
choice but to go along. 

Only last week further parts of the 
West Bank were handed over to the 
PLO, producing the magnificent 
published photo of a Jenin boy, grin- 
ning and offering his arms to heaven. 
In time, it seemed inevitable some 
form of modus vivendi would have 
enabled the two chief claimants of 
the Holy Land to emulate the biblical 
lion and sheep and build a life 
together. 

It could still happen, of course. 
But, by whoever’s hand, the region’s 
latest political murder in a foreign 
land reminded me of the string of 
PLO officials killed in such far-off 
places as London, the French Riviera 


Mossad (Israel’s CIA), touted off 

Palestinian uprising; and the 
intifada obliged abandonment of the 
old Zionist dream for a greater 
Jewish state, encompassing all the 
occupied territories. 

Here we go again. No columns 
brought greater hate spewed on my 
- bald head than my early observa- 
tions on the Arab-Israeli problem. 

The mistake, as others apparently 
saw it, was my insistence that Pales- 
tinians were human beings and as I 
tried to explain, “not counterparts of 
those old black and white movies’ 
Indians who could not shed red blood 
T ,and whose deaths were always 
unreal.” 

An illustrious journalist in the 
community organized a concerted 
attempt to have me fired. Anti- 
semitic was almost the least of his 
complaints. In the process, he 
hounded and badgered others to 
write letters attacking everything 
about me. My wife was not exempt, 
although Sharon rarely was aware 


what questions her husband posed 
editorially. 

It was a prolonged un-pleasantry 
that civilized people wisely avoided. 
A wise man once asked what I 
thought could be accomplished by 
tackling a subject most 
Fredericktonians neither knew nor 
cared about. The best reply . I could 
summon up was the responsibility 
imposed by knowledge. 

The several years spent living in 
and concentrating on Egypt provided 
me with experience of the kindness, 
— 1 — that 


auu general cuurcesy mat 
prevail naturally in an Islamic cul- 
ture. Excesses and violence are 
blatant contradictions of Qu’ranic 
teaching. 

At no point in my writings did I 
intend, in any way, to defend tactics 
that resulted in death or suffering by 
any party in the Israeli-Arab 
struggle. In my view, both sides had 
shed blood in complete defiance of 
their respective religions. 

But what angered some folks most 
was my unwillingness to saddle all 
Palestinians with the sins of a few 
who purported to be seeking then- 
people’s restoration to their ances- 
tral homes. On my part, I failed to 
understand how anyone could 
endorse the machinations by so- 
called settlers, many American 
| emigrants, who treat Arab men, 
women and children with cavalier 
brutality. 

Whether they wear the Star of 
David or a crescent moon on a field of 
green, terrorists are terrorists, ’ 
fiends in human form, who deserve 
neither recognition nor respect. 
Since the recently murdered man 
lived for violence by stealth, there is 
some biblical justice in the manner of 
his death. 

But Fathi Shakaki’s assassins 
committed abomination, whatever 
their motive, against other people yet 
to be named. The killers’ superiors 
will doubtless reward them. We can 
only hope there is enough of this 
earth’s riches left over to comfort the 
families of future victims, created by 
one more piece of mindless 


The Middle East formula remains 
intact: Killing begets killin g begets 
killing begets....there is no end. 



